VERY morning at nine o’clock on the dot, 
Parker brings the morning mail to Lady Penelope 


f 


in the breakfast room. Bills, naturally. Requests to 


launch ships or open garden parties. Invitations, 


letters from friends and relations . . . the usual sort 


of thing. 


But as from this week, Lady Penelope is hoping to 
) I ping 


be snowed under with letters from YQU—the 
readers of LADY PENELOPE! The most interesting 


letters will be printed on this page every week, and 


there will be a prize of ten shillings for each letter 
which appears! 


So write to Lady Penelope about anything— 


what you like and dislike, your hobbies and interests, 


holidays, pets, plans . . . and, of course, your opinions 


on this first issue of LADY PENELOPE! 


WRITE TO LADY PENELOPE AT 167, FLEET STREET, 
LONDON E.C.4. (Comp.) Remember, your letter must 
be stamped with the seal on your Lady Penelope signet 
ring, or it cannot be considered for publication. 

(Please enclose a ready stamped, self addressed envelope if 
you would like a reply by post from Lady Penelope.) 


This lovely signet ring is Lady Penelope's gift to you. 
HOW 10 USE YOUR The ring is elegant, tastefully simple, with a reverse ‘‘P"' for 
Penelope, which you can use for stamping your letters to her. 
All letters to Lady Penelope must be stamped with the signet or 

LADY PENELOPE they cannot be considered for publication on this page. 

Ink pads are available at any stationer's, or you can make 
one out of paper handkerchiefs and washable ink. Just fold 
SIGNET RING the tissues over so that they will fit into a small tin. Then 

carefully pour a little of the washable ink over the tissues. 


= 


FREE in next week’s issue— 
this wonderful HAIR -BAND 
with a SECRET X-RAY DEVICE! 
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tello ever 
rap 
LADY PENELOPE. WE 


WL GIVE MSTEUR 
PERKINS THE NEW 
IMAGE! 


- anyone 
was 2 crook! 


NOW, 
APSIEUR PERKINS. 
PERHAPS YOU WILL 
CO-OPERATE, 
yes 7 
ee 
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PALMA NOVA, A BEAUTIFUL 
BEACH FOURTEEN MILES 
FROM PALMA ON THE SLE 
OF MAJORCA... 


A MAN STAGGERS ACROSS THE SAND... 


THE U.N.C.L.E. HEADQUARTERS, NEW YORK 
- A_DRY CLEANERS’ BASEMENT... 


THE STRANGER 
COLLAPSES —— 
AND HIS TIGHTLY] 
CLENCHED FIST 
FALLS OPEN... 


(UNCLE yaL... 
EN... TIN 


THE DARK DINGY SHOP HIDES THE ENTRANCE 
HE LILDING... 


U.N. 
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= (agOUT VINCENT) 
rol VIN A 
ANY IDEA MPR. WAVERLY! 


MONTH! SPANISH AGEN 
YOURE BUSY Mig CEC LS INCE NTS 
Til. THEN. ’ HAS _BEEN Ye: 
/ MURDERED IN Ban ANG WHATS 
MAJORCA. eS WORSE, WE DONT 
KNOW WHY! 


NAME VALENTIN AND 
AGENTS DEATH... 


WAS _ DETAILED TO 
WATCH DARIUS TWO, 


A ia/ 
“WEVE GOT TO ’ 
eee IN THE REST..P y y 
DEA, g 
BorHEes Mee fairest n THAT'S UP TO. 
SHOULD _VINGENT! BE, GR Me 70 FIND OUT,: 
HOLDING IT IN HIS, % 
HAND > 


MP. SOLO, 
See THREE HOURS LATER, THE THREE U.N.C. 
“OH, THIS IS. 


AGENTS ARE LEAVING FOR THEIR FLIGH 
MISS JANUARY \ TI 
MILIDAS—— OUR | 


ZOOLOGIST, SHE = 
WILL BE WITH YoU ‘~ 
IN RMASORCA ! P 


THEY'VE 
JUST LEFT THE 
UNELE BUILCING 


(Es THEY SHOULD LAND 

| AT MAJORCA IN SEVEN 
HOURS. 

= 7 Y f 


THANK YOU, 
GERMAINE, WE WILL 
BE WAITING FOR. 
THEM — WON'T WE, 
CAESARS ¢ 


i a 
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NEXT WEEK: “Thrush will miss your smiling face, Mr. Solo. . .” 


Hello, this is Lady Penelope 
speaking to you from one of the 
vaults beneath my mansion. In 
this strong room, shelf upon shelf 
is filled with my private files... 


dossiers on all the cases in Snare emmnnnn 
which I have been involved. 


I'd like to tell you about one 
particular story which was 
related to me by Sandy Barton. 
Although | was not fully active 
in the sequence of gripping 
events, | have full knowledge of 
Sandy's ordeal. 


Here, then, are the details from 


ba ATURDAYS, I like,” said Sandy Barton to 

herself, as the lift closed behind her, and she 
bumped open the glass swing doors of the flats with 
her shopping basket. ‘If I had my way, every day 
would be a nice, comfortable, easy-going Saturday. 

“I know just what to expect, all the way through 
the day. First, I see the milkman . . . ‘Hello, Mr. 
Milkman!’”” She swung the basket in a cheerful sort 
of wave. “Now Mr. Williams and his dog...” A 
moment of strong, springy fur, and a warm tongue 
against her hand. 

“There's Mr. Jenkins cleaning his car, and when 
1 turn the corner Mrs. Jarvis will be shaking a mop 
out of her window, and she'll say, ‘Morning, Sandy! 
Off to do the shopping? Mind that Miss Pringle in 
the Supermarket gives you the right change!” I like 
Saturdays!” 

Good old week-ends, always the same. The same 
pavement, the same number of steps to the High 
Street, the same battle to get through the crowds 
outside the Saturday cinema. 

Sandy could have done the trip blindfold. Bought 
the shopping, too. Even that was always the same. 

“I suppose I can’t be much of an adventure type.” 
she told herself, But it didn’t worry her. “I’m happy.” 


[7 wasn’t until Sandy was actually between the 

discreet windows of Vineman, the High Street 
jeweller, and the large black saloon car parked at 
the kerbside, that she was fully aware of something 
. +. different. 

Perhaps it was the way the car engine was revving 
that made her stop and look. 

Whatever it was, in that one, time-stopping 
instant, Sandy knew that comfortable old Saturday 
had spun clear out of its homely predictable routine! 

The quick fleeting impressions . . . the man at the 
wheel of the car, his eyes staring .. . just his eyes, 
for his face was hidden by a peaked cap and the 
turned-up collar of a dark, uniform coat. The 
sudden clatter of feet that made her spin round. 
And the other man, running towards her from the 
door of Vineman’s, his right fist balled, and held in 
front of him, clutching something small and compact. 

The small, incidental things that stuck in ber 
mind afterwards . . . the highly polished calf boots 
that the running man wore, and the strange, skin- 
tight hood he wore over his face, with the stark 
white number ‘1’ painted on the forehead. 

Sandy saw a third man, in black jacket and 
pinstriped trousers, come chasing from the jeweller’s. 
An object—it was a paperweight—flew from his 
hand to sail past and bang against the side of the 
car. Then the man with the bood was on top of 
her .. . they fell headlong together on the pavement! 

A moment of jumbled confusion, and then 
another kaleidoscope of separate impressions, all 
blending into one. The man in the car leaning out 
to snatch in the washleather bag about the size of 
an orange which his hooded companion had let fall, 
and now the full view of his face, pale and drawn, 
with water-blue, empty eyes . . . the hooded man 
scrambling to his feet, struggling for a moment with 
the man who had chased him from Vineman’s. 

Now the raised fist, and the thud as some heavy 
object struck home... . the buckling of the pin- 
striped legs and the crash of the body hitting the 
pavement. 

“Inside!” The man with the hood yanked Sandy 
to her feet and flung her bodily into the car, piling 
in almost on top of her as it leaped away from the 
kerbside. 

The amazed faces of the passers-by, and the shock 
of realisation that the whole thing had taken less 
than a dozen seconds to happen! 

“Where are you taking me? What are you doing?” 


said, evenly. “Once we've got clear, we'll turn her 
loose.” He turned to face Sandy now, but she 
couldn’t see his eyes behind the alits in the hood. 

“I imagine you think we're a pair of desperate 
jewel-robbers,” he said, but Sandy seemed to know 
by some inner instinct that these men were some- 
how more than that. Their voices—they could have 
been the anonymous, cultured sort of men you'd 
hear making radio announcements. And their 
curious, almost uniform dress. 

Then the hooded man leaned forward with his 
free hand and balanced the wash-leather bag in it. 
“No doubt you'll be reading about this in the 
papers,” he said. “The largest diamond the country’s 
ever seen. Worth a fortune . . . and so important 
that the Government sends it to an out-of-the-way 
suburban jeweller for setting, just to throw a very 
greedy underworld off the scent! Such a pity for 
them that they couldn't keep the secret away from 
my special organisation!” 


THE car was already on the dual carriageway 

leading out of town, and the needle on the clock 
was showing ninety. Desperately, foolishly, Sandy 
tried for the door-handle . . . 

The hooded man clicked bis tongue disapprovingly. 
“Please—you mustn't think of hurting yourself, 
young lady,” he said. “You see, my friend Nicholas 
and I have a plane lined up to take us far away. 
We get on it, you stay in the car until someone 
finds you. You can tell them all you like, then. 
We'll be far away...” 

“.... and the diamond, too,” added the driver. 

The man beside Sandy made as though to slip off 
his hood, but then he changed his mind. “No. Why 
should I give you the pleasure of seeing my face, 
too?” he said. 

The car hurtled on. Soon enough, the man called 
Nicholas swung it off the main road and took narrow, 
country by-ways, and Sandy knew they were 
approsching a long-disused airfield, far from any 
town or village. 

“Stay in the car and keep an eye on the girl, 
Numeral 1,” said Nicholas. “I'll get the plane out.” 

The car had pulled up alongside a black hangar, 
the doors of which sagged open drunkenly on 
derelict hinges. Now the driver stepped down, and 
thrust them aside, and Sandy caught a glimpse of a 
small, compact aircraft within. 


A FEW seconds after Nicholas had disappeared 

inside the hangar, the single propeller at the 
nose of the plane jerked twice, and then roared into 
life, and the craft nosed slowly out on to the weed- 
grown runway. 

Numeral } turned to Sandy and grasped her by the 
shoulder, his thumb digging into the side of her neck. 
“This is where we say goodbye, young Indy,” he said. 
“I shall find it necessary to lock you in the car.” 

But at that moment, Nicholas came racing across 
from the plane, and Sandy saw fear . . . real fear in 
his face as he wrenched open the driver's door. 

“Numeral 1! I've just heard it over the plane 


radio . . . that man you hit . . . he’s died!” 

“You—you killed him!” Sandy’s eyes were wide, 
her voice incredulous. “You . . . you’re murderers!” 

Numeral | betrayed no sign of emotion. “A man 
plays many parts,” was his callous retort. 

“The girl, Numeral 1... the girl! What are we 
going to do with her now?” Nicholas was frantic. 
“We can’t leave her here now things have gone 
this way, she knows too much!” 

Numeral 1 pushed open the passenger door and 
bundled Sandy out, holding both her hands behind 
her back. “Rope, Nicholas. Quickly.” 

“We've got no time to waste arguing about you 
down here,” said the man in the hood as he lashed 
Sandy's wrists together. “So you're coming with 
us, Half way over the Channel, we might just ask 
you to jump.” 


ODDLY enough, Sandy wasn’t frightened. Fear 
stems from something unknown . . . and these 
dangers were real. Too real. 

The plane wobbled down the runway as Nicholas 
thrust in the controls. It picked up speed, the tail 
lifted, and then the wheels left the ground. Sandy's 
stomach lurched as the fields and the trees dropped 
suddenly, sickeningly away. 

Once they were properly airborne, it was Nicholas 
who turned his attention to Sandy. His eyes, so 
expressionless before, now held a confusion of doubt. 

“We can't throw her out, Numeral 1,” he said. 
“Whatever the organisation says, whatever we 
stand for, we can’t kill a youngster in cold blood.” 

“Think, Nicholas . . . think!” Numeral | was 
unmoved. “She's seen your face. 

“But it wasn't me who hit that jeweller, Numeral 
I! You did it. She can prove it!” 

“Precisely. But if any identification she can 
prove leads to you, then the path automatically 
leads on to me. And from there . . . well, our backers 
would hardly be pleased with you, Nicholas. You 
must think of them before you think of he: 

Nicholas licked his lips, drily. Sandy could hardly 
credit the fact that, to this man known as Numeral 
1, she might have been no more than a carcass of 
meat, a nothing, to be discarded without a twinge. 

Sandy looked down. There was a coastline coming 
up. It had to be France. The aircraft wasn’t fl 
high... it had to keep low to miss the long-range 
radar scanners, to avoid awkward questions that 
might lead to interception by defence aircraft. 


INOW, far ahead, the Pyrences loomed up . . . tall, 
snow-capped mountains that marked the border- 
line of Northern Spain, 

“Hang on here,” said Nicholas. “The air’s bumpy 
over mountains.” 

No sooner had he spoken, than air-pocket after 
air-pocket began to shake the little aircraft, plunging 
it about like a toy. 

And then, suddenly, Nicholas’s voice again... 
high and nervous. 

“Numeral 1! The controls! She won't respond to 
the controls! I think we're overloaded!” His eyes 
met Sandy’s for a second as he turned his head, 

“Then she goes out now!” Numeral 1 lurched 
from his seat and made for Sandy... 

But in that very instant, the plane gave a final 
lurch, and the engine stalled! 

A sickening silence . . . the sight of the propeller, 
locked immobile . . . and then the aircraft stood on 
its nose and dived, and mountains and sky dis- 
solved into one boiling whirlpool before merciful 
blackout descended on all three occupants of the 
stricken plane! 


file 7624 . s 
. if LE ; Sandy seemed to hear her voice as though it were 
1» le wrote The driver’ voice, thin and surprisingly 
precise, echoed her. “Why the girl, Numeral 1?” 
4 Sandy's arnt "She tow yout fave, Aiden alot be TO BE CONTINUED 
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CUP of creamy white coffee and a hot bread roll lie steaming 
on the table. Teresina Vincetti's mother has called her three 


VATE 
Teresina lives in a very small Italian village just outside Venice. 
Gf Ny Nearly all the older men work in the olive groves and vineyards that 
surround the village, whilst the women stay at home dressmaking, 
baking and looking atter the children. The young people are starting 
to leave the village as soon as they are old enough, to go to the 
pig towns where there are modern houses, cars, television sets and 
factories. 


Teresina is tanned, with dark hair. Six days a week, she gets up, 
climbs on her bicycle and pedals off to school. “Nobody has a car 
unless they are very rich or show-offs!" is Teresina’s opinion. 


After prayers, all the children are ready for their first lesson by 
8 o'clock. Italian and English seem to be the most important subjects 
at first, though later on, the children learn the usual lessons— 
maths, chemistry, physics, history. The very little children who go 
to primary school wear a uniform—usually a black and white smock 
with a big black bow at the neck. They look like a row of artists 
going off to school! All Italian children love to dress up—they'll 
put on their frilly blouses and shirts, velvet skirts and trousers for 
the slightest reason—a festival, a church holiday, a birthday. 


“By 1 o'clock it is too hot to work so everyone goes home," says 
Teresina. Lunch, probably spaghetti, water melon, grapes, peaches, 
ice cream and wine, is followed by a siesta when the whole village 
closes down—the shops shut, the men come back from the vine- 
yards and everyone goes to sleep. 


MERINDINO 


About 3 o'clock, the family will have merindino—a sort of light 
tea with fruit and cold wine. Then the children will do their home- 
work, Mr. Vincetti goes back to work, and Mrs. Vincetti continues 
her sewing. Later they will have another meal. Teresina's favourite 
is a bar of plain chocolate eaten with a slice of dry bread. 


The village itself has only about four hundred people in it. The 
houses are very pretty, made of stone with big coloured shutters 
over the windows. But there is very little for the young people to do 
in the village. 


“My friend and | started a youth club but we had nowhere to go. 
We just used to take our transistor radios into a field and dance 
and gossip.” Television is very expensive. “If there is anything we 
really want to watch, we go into the village café and watch it there," 
says Teresina. There is a river where they go swimming and a 
park where the younger ones play. 


Although the village is becoming modernised very quickly, 
Teresina thinks the older people are still rather old-fashioned, The 
women always dress in black, and the girls are only supposed to 
wear trews for trips to the mountains or the seaside. 


“Everyone was so shocked once when | wore my trews all day 
round the village,” giggled Teresina wickedly. 


ochooldays: 
— Italian 


“Look what I've got!"" One of Teresina's friends shows off a birthday 
present to her sister. 


a) 
Temporary classroom for these Italian children—in the Town Hall, 


while their school is repaired. 
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] = BUT, WHEN THE SHOWMAN 
RETURNS WITH THE OWNER 
} : ; OF THE FUNFAIR... 
CLEAR OF LADY... THIS 5 ; 
AIN'T NONE OF YOUR 
BUSINESS / 


YOU'S (LL -TREATIN’ A . 

CRITTER, MISTER... AND NOW, DON'T YOU WORRY, FOLKS/ THICKETS/ GET READY, 

THAT RAAKES IT NMA . YOU JEST LEAVE THIS HERE YETHRO! 1’ GOIN 
BUSINESS. Z \ é 


DANGEROUS CRITTER TO US! 


THE TRAIL LEADS TO THE 
CLAMPETTS’ RESIDENCE! 


WHUP~PEEEE! AIN'T 
HAD A GOOD HUNT 
SINCE WE LEFT HOME! 


IF YOU AIM 70 
CATCH HIM, UNCLE 
JED, SHOULDN'T 
YOU BE RUNNING 


THAT'S [T, JED... HOLD THE 
VARMINT STILL WHILE 
be AH GETS ME AIM / 


MIS CAGE! RIPPER'S fj 
THE GENTLEST 


HEY, | THOUGHT YOU SAID THIS 
\IGER WAS THE FIERCEST IN 
caervity 7 


° 4 NO THANKS! HE MAY BE 
THAT'S WHAT HE TOLD “1 A_KITTEN WHEN YOL/RE 
ME! YOU'RE FIRED, MISTER... AROUND... BUT HE'D TEAR 
YOU AND THAT OVERGROWN, ME 

Pussy! 
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WLady-PenblopesCreighton-Ward, secret agent of adventure] [AN HOUR LATER... : 

and mystery, is also European’ Agent for the undercover’ Bi Ble g  racei eee SEE SNDG 
“1s FAB | P 

—S 


er organisation known as International Rescue. 


ONE READY, 
PARKER ? 


EN 


HAVE A_ THING dee Lele 
WEAR. |! THE 
MUST GOTO =" THE LOW LEVEL 
WICKFENS. * PARKING 


ITS 
OUTSIDE, 
M‘LADY... AND | 
PHONED Wi 
a TELL EN TO i WELL, PARKER... 
EXPECT YOU. ML BE TWO HOURS 
1 SHOULD THINK. 


BY_ONE OF as pect ee sc 

TTRA LADY PENELOPE’ 

pula AND THE RECEIVER OF THE 
SIGNAL IS LOCATED... 


THEN A FURTIVE GESTURE 
P A CASUAL GLANCE ROUND, 
ATTENTION... 


SENSATIONAL | 
COLLECTION. ALL | SHE'S 
MY MODEL SIGNALLING TO 
GIRLS ARE ; SOMEONE. 
THRILLED. a 


EXCITING, 
LADY PENELOPE... 
TOMORROW / LEAVE 
FOR THE MIDDLE EAST 
TO HOLO THE FIRST 
FASHION SHOW 
IN OASIS. 
OASIS... THATS ] 
THE NEW CITY ; r 
THEY'VE BUILT IN \ 
THE DESERT. I'M VERY . > 1 CAN IMAGINE. 
PLEASED FOR YOL, | E F s | V2 LIkE TO SEE THE 
ELAINE. e ! CITY, TOO. THEY TELL 
y ME 1T 1S ONE OF THE 
WONDERS OF THE 
MODERN WORLD. 


AND REMEMBER... 
IF THERE'S ANY TROUBLE... 
YOU'RE ON YOUR OWN. 
NOBODY WILL BE ABLE 
TO HELP YOU, 


FOLLOWING THE YOUNG 

EXCUSE MAN, LADY PENELOPE 

ME, ELAINE.. ENTERS A PASSAGE 

| WON'T BEA THAT LEADS TO THE 
MOMENT. DRESSING ROOMG... 


NOW HIDE IT | 
SOMEWHERE... | a 
DON'T HAVE TO TELL 3 
YOU HOW IMPORTANT. e ef, 
IT 's. age 
‘ oy DER Wi 
R ; THERE WON'T THAT. A WS 
| A! &; TR Lu . NT, 
 LINDERSTAND: oT 17'S THE DERFECT MINED > 
DON'T _WORRY. | COVER. NOW VE 
ITLL GET THERE. / GOT TO MODEL 
> i A ANOTHER DRESS 
YOU'D BETTER 


MICROFILM / 
WHAT A PITY pone 
1 HAVE NO MEANS WATCHES 
HERE OF SEEING 
WHAT IT SHOWS. 


LADYSHIP WiLL 
HAVE TO BE WATCHED 
VERY CAREFULLY... 
AND IF NECESSARY. 
EUMINATED/ 


NOw, A METAL 
OBJECT LIKE THAT 
SHOULDN'T BE TOON 
HARD TO DISTINGUISH BW T4E MEDALLION IS A SENSITIGED 
FROM THE MATERIAL ]) DETECTOR. METAL SEARCH HAS BEEN 
OF THESE GOWNS... SELECTED... THE DETECTOR DETECTS! \ 
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LADY PENELOPE 
INVESTIGATES 


Simamy Tarbuckh 


JANN LARTTREREES 
SSiveee 
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“Ere, Lady Penelope. Meet the original tatty ’ead!” 


P Lady 
off it, 


“Come 


Penelope! You wouldn’t 


shoot little old 7, b 
arbs/ 


“Well, can’t 
stop chatting 
all day. Must 
get on with me 
job at the 
London Pal- 


ladium.” 


JJ IMMY TARBUCK bounced in through the stage door. “Evening 
all,” he said, dashing past the doorman and showgirls and 
running up the stairs. I followed. Noticed he was carrying a small 
parcel under his arm. | knocked on the dressing room door. A 
faint smell of fish and chips wafted into the corridor as the door 
opened 

“Ello, Lady P," said Mr. Tarbuck as he quickly guided me into 
the room. A bottle of French after-shave lotion and a pile of opened 
fan mail lay on the dressing table. “Have a sit down and a chip 
while I take my coat off.” Fish and chips lay steaming on the table. 

Mr. Tarbuck started bobbing about. He picked up a chip and 
popped it in his mouth. “It’s all right. I'll settle down in a minute.” 

He was right. A few minutes later he was sitting with his legs 
crossed talking as though he had never heard a joke in his life. 
Suddenly he was the successful young man of 25, with the world at 
his feet and a chip between his fingers. 

“My first job when I left school was working as a car mechanic. 
1 got the sack after five weeks for fooling around. | tried all sorts of 
different jobs—too numerous to mention,” —he waved his hand in 
the air, 

Then Jimmy got his first chance in show business as a comedian, 
in a touring show, 

“After that 1 worked in clubs, mostly around Liverpool and 
Manchester. That's where | really got my training. | suppose that's 
why I'm always bobbing about. Partly it’s nerves and partly because 
I've learnt to attract attention. People in clubs are so busy chatting 
amongst themselves, you have to bob about to make them listen. Of 
course I don't bob about all the time. People would think I'm 
potty" 

He popped another chip between the gap in his teeth 

“Pll tell you another thing. I'm mad about clothes and young 
people. These patterned ties and trouser suits; Great!” 

Knowing Mr. Tarbuck to have a black and white Mercedes 
sports car, | asked him whether he had ever had a Rolls. 

“Oh, yes. I've had hundreds of them in my time. Cheese and 
pickle. Ham. Egg and tomato 

1 quickly tried to divert him. We talked about fame. “You have 
rocketed to fame rather like a pop star, haven't you, Mr. Tarbuck,” 
1 commented. 

“Yep! And I've loved every minute of it. Never been happier in 
my life. It’s given my mum and dad a lot of fun boasting about me. 
In fact I'm going up to Liverpool after the show to help carry on the 
feud with the neighbours!" 

Just then there was sharp knock on the door. The star of the 
London Palladium wrapped up the remains of his fish and chips 
and hid them under the table. ‘Ello ?” he said in a quavering voice. 

“You're on in five minutes, Mr. Tarbuck,” came the reply. 

“Phew,” said Mr. Tarbuck. “I thought they were coming to throw 
me out. We're not allowed fish and chips in the dressing rooms. But 
1 could smell them as I came along the road. Had to have some.” 

I left Mr, Tarbuck, taking away with me a very happy image of a 
very happy young man, and a small crumpled parcel of chip papers. 
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Lovely Lady Penelope tea set in 


L DY ‘Penelope pink’. This is a REAL 29 piece 
A tea set which includes an authentic 


PENELOPE Georgian tea pot, sugar bowl and milk jug, 
each with its own Lady Penelope monogram. 
TEA SET Beautifully laid-out in a colourful 
window-display box. 


LADY Charming Lady Penelope jewellery set, 
containing a pearl necklace, bracelet and 
PENELOPE a ring which can be adjusted to fit 


any finger. 
SET The whole set is in ‘Penelope pink’ 


LADY ‘Penelope pink’ dressing table set, all monogrammed 
with Lady Penelope's own initial. The set 
PENELOPE includes an elegant hand mirror, hair brush 
DRESSING TABLE and comb and a gorgeous powder bowl 
decorated with an imitation orchid. 


The set comes in it's own beautiful display box. 


ALL THESE WONDERFUL THINGS FROM 
LADY PENELOPE...ON SALE SOON!! 


Elegance! Charm! and Deadly Danger! So LOOK OUT... 
there’s more on the way from Lady Penelope! 


J. ROSENTHAL (TOYS) LTD. 


LONDON COLISEUM: ST. MARTINS LANE - LONDON : W.C.2 


DESTINATION — THE STARS! FOUR PIONEERS SET OUT TO EXPLORE THE UNKNOWN! 


Exploration of the | “4000 Luck 70 You 
outer reaches of |/ 440 YOUR FAMILY, OR. 
the Solar System || ROSSOW, THIS EXPER/MENT 
is about to begin! |\ /& 7HE MOST IMPORTANT 
To crew the mas- IN EARTH'S HISTORY. 

sive space station 7 
which is to make 
this fantastic voy- 
age, Dr. Craig 
Robinson, his 
wife June’ and 
children Tim and 
Tam have been 
chosen for their |/ 
special qualities, | 
by Earth's experts 


THE ROCKET ENGINES OF THE SPACE 
MOBILE ROAR INTO LIFE... HE Space| 


re Ske, MUM. . 
/ I WAS MORE SCARED 
H OF MEETING THE 
PRESIDENT THAN GOING 
THROUGH A SHOWER —/ 
OF METEORITES . 


EAN, \ 
( 7AM.../7 WAS KIND 5) 
OF UNERYING, 
MAKES! YOU = = 
(| FEEL KIND OF SAD 


"OLb EARTH PEOPLE. CRAIG ROBINSON OPERATES A 
com ~~ 7 : CONTROL ON THE SPACE MOBILE 
|ATCH SLIDES OPEN IN THE| 
_—- WA 
THAT'S. THE ms : TWO YOU MAY RE SIDE OF THE SPACE STATION... - 
TROUBLE WITHGIRLS— : EATING YOLIR WORDS, 
THEY ALWAYS GET SLOPPY | ¢ “\\ 7M THERES THE 


ib SENTIMENTAL. LN , : 
Were GET EOIN, SPACE STATION... 


‘THE SPACE FAMILY ROBINGON h 

DIGEMBARK AND MAKE THEIR - ‘ 
WAY THROUGH THE MASSIVE Whee 
|CRAFT TO_THE CONTROL _ 

|ROOM... . EXPERTLY AND SYSTEMATICALLY 


THE ROBINSONS TEST THE 


COMPLEX EQUIPMENT. [ 
y 


MAKE A FLISS. OF CLANCY: RIGHT, TAM... CHECK 
AND YAKKER WOW. AT THE, METEOR SHOWER 
MOMENT THERE'S FORECASTS. TUM. .THE 
WORKTOD OS DIRECTIONAL TOLERANCE 
Y Nite 


NOW THEN, TAM, 
THERE'S NO TIME TO ) 


THE SPACE 
STATION'S COURSE 
MAS BEEN SET TO 
REACH A POINT FIVE 
HLINDRED THOUSAND 
MILES BEYOND 
PLUTO... 


AND SO THE SPACE FAMILY ROBINSON BLASTS] | 
OFF INTO THE UNKNOWN... 
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P) és 
: a 
x 
J 


FEDERAL 
AGENTS 


TD FAB: GALLING 


IALLING everyone—do you read me, loud and clear? This is an 

invitation for you to join F - A - B, the Federal Agents’ Bureau of 
which I, Lady Penelope, am number one Agent. FAB is affiliated to 
International Rescue. 

But never mind about all that! I, as number one FAB Agent, have 
decided that FAB’s chief purpose should be to concentrate all our 
efforts on bringing to the notice of LADY PENELOPE readers as 
much interesting and useful (not to mention sometimes not so useful!) 
information as we can. 

The latest on fashion (which you'll find on the next page) and beauty, 
competitions with fab prizes (turn the page for that, too!) as well as any 
amount of items, news and views which I know you will all want to read. 

How do you join FAB? Easy—make sure you read this bulletin in 
LADY PENELOPE every week! 

If you have any ideas or suggestions, write and tell me. Send in your 
photograph, too, and Ill try and include it on this page. Now it’s time 


to open the very first meeting of FAB! ) 
Feoaliape Cl) 


GET SET! 


JE your hair is shoulder- 
length like model Patti 


ONte, i 
on 
nt Tole 
fer, 
et ang’? tackles well, 
S thougn “°'Y Good 
Hise what ier the Foot. 


ne 
Fab Food Dept. su: ses 


Boyd's, here are the setting YOU NEED: 1 packet of your favourite Rowntrees jelly ; 2level tablespoons desiccated 
instructions for her swinging coconut; Angelica leaves for decoration. And if you like, cream. 
party style by Richard 

Huda YOu yusT: Break up jelly and place in a basin. Add } pint hot water and stir until 


Dampen hair with setting 
lotion—Dubarry does one in 
an easy to apply squeeze 
pack. Comb hair smooth, 
then follow setting diagrams 
below, using bobble-ended 
rollers, 


dissolved. Add } pint of cold water. Stir. Pour } of this into another basin 
to set. When remaining jelly is beginning to thicken, stir in coconut. 
Divide mixture between four sundae g' Leave to set. Top gl 
wet knife, Decorate wi 


“Hey, fellers— 
meet our new 
girl singer!” 


When hair is quite dry, 
brush through then back- 
comb lightly on crown. Brush 
hair smoothly down all 
round, coax ends up prettily 
~—and that's it! 


Don't — wind 
wo big a 
section of hair 
|) eneach roller 


HAIR CARE NEEDS... 


@ A real bristle brush, or nylon one 
specially designed not to tear hair. 
And avoid combs with harsh teeth 


which scratch scalp and split ends. 


@ Greasy hair? Try Richard Hudnut 
Shampoo with Egg. There is a special 
‘one for dry hair, too. 


@ Awkward, fly-away, out of con- 
dition bair needs treatment such as 
Richard Hudnut Everyday Con- 


ditioner. Wind rollers 


tw even level» 
all round 


CALLING EPISTOLARIANS ! 


[:PISTOLARIANS are people who like writing letters 
4 Do you? Want a foreign pen pil? Here's how to get 
one—write to the International Friendship League, 
21 Wyndham Road, Birmingham, 16, enclosing a ready 
stamped, self addressed envelope for their reply 


There was a young fella named 
Pete, 

Who point blank refused to eat. 

He grew thinner each day 

Till he faded away, 

And then all that was left were 

his feet! 


FAB CLUB, c/o LADY PENELOPE, 167 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C.4. Remember, if you'd 
like a reply to your letter, please enclose a ready-stamped, self addressed envelope. 


Meet three 
Contact 21 
Agents who have 
become founder 
members of FAB. 


From Rainham, FAB Agent 


Sheffield FAB Agent 
Jeon Freeth 


Julie Toylor 


FAB Agent Valerie White 
of Frodsham 


ay 
Vogance 
. - Zyour shoes deserve a 
polish every day! 


EADIE 
- Don’t go round witi: a 
ce like fourpence — 
smile! 


, * Deadly a 


. keepyour dog én the 
in the street! 
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lough, Bucks, | 
Wonga) Led 


gland, and printed in England 


15 


38 
nd netes, 
ac e 
oo! 

gi the sah 

hes 


il) 
We, ut 
at en 


Tis “Mazzy outfit with its 

Blazer style Jaeket ix Just th 
“Pring days sheail 
lo 


All tuned up 
and ready to 
blo w jn 
these clothes f 
Karen ang 
Heather cant j 
resist blow. 

199 their own 

trumpet: 


© thing for 
“UmMer cones 


On IS own 


comes in nayy 


ne 
The Striped jacket has 
edged with green The bodice of the 


Potton mixtures and sells at nos 
There are mIN sizes, 247, 26°, 28°, 30 


itd 
on of Dewid Toff Mure « 
duced by permease 

eprodeced 


Y 


B PRIZE 


pareern 


CHOOSE 


LADY PENELOPE’S (<< 
DRAWING ROOM CURTAINS 


and win a dress and jacket outfit! 


a 


RULES 
Y OU se the Paula Lee dress and jacket outfits on the opposite page? All entries w d the ten wh 
TEN of thee are waiting to be won in this week's casy competition! the opinion of the ju 1 


Completion of sentence and place the curta 


All you have to do is select a set of curtains for Lady Penelope's drawing pocernenptar Ry Hagmaeaerinh dee Henpahionr hep 


room. enties will each be seat & 4 
f vif as shown on page 16 
‘On the left are four sets of curtains, lettered ALK. C and D. Takeng Age and nestness will also be taken ento ce 


the rest of the room's furnishings into consideration, decile which cur- tion when the ent 
tains you think wall look best, and place the remaining three in order of The compe 


other thas rola 
preference. If you like you can cut out all four sets and ry them for Fhone. thereon 


$ are judged 
to alt readers in the UK 


employees « 
4. City Magazines L 


effect in the picture. LAOY PENELOPE wv 
The Ed ede final en aM mat! 
When you have made your choice, cut out the coupon below and fill this competition, and NO CORRESPONDE 
Wie. Pront your full name and address and list your choxwe of curtains on BE ENTEREO INTO CONCERNING IT. Oo not enclose 
oder of preference. For example, if you have picked curtains D as your oT eines correspondence: abases 04 obengsgne 
with your en Atiees which do $0 are liabl 
first choice, write D in the first space on the coupon, and so on inman Lh bises’ ca 
Then i not more than 10 words complete the sentence “My first Piro et Maca la aes ttd al alla 
choice of curtains is best because . ..“* Finally, state the size and colour Winners’ names will be printed in LADY PENELOPE 
of the Paula Lee outfit you would like if you are one of the winners. a5 3000 a5 possible. Winners will be notified by post 
Post your entry to: LADY PENELOPE’S CURTAINS COMPETITION, TAY eee are’ closing cate 
317 High Holborn, London, W.C.99 to arrive not later than Tuesday, CLOSING DATE: Tuesday, 25th January, 1986. 
25th January, 1966, 
we nn nn oo on nn en ee ee, 
= > —_ © see ose | 
° € [le > = rr | 
= Ss q: Oe a= 1 
F Name a ee a ®@ea OES 
4 8. 3 es. ¢ arpa ltl 
& § = ee te wi 1 
& i 2 3 = we i Zag 
= Address s 3s =3 $$ 4a « whe 1 
° £ * 2~=aatsSzg %*S8 1 
ro) La ‘oa. sé “og: >Oos 1 
= oP? 66 2:32 @ 22/0. 
2 ° =o 6 >* SSG ee 5an™ | 
z | “£3 <4 a 1 
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= s 2 c = > ££ odFe 1 
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WITH ONE TWITCH, SHE’S A WITCH! NO NEED TO SPELL IT OQUT—THE MAGIC OF SAMANTHA IS HERE! 


~~ LG  aaa 
4 Nieaay, HELLO, HONEY. 
HAD A BUSY DAY? EA 


HELLO, DARRIN.,. / 
NOT MY BIRTHDAY... 
IVHATS THE CATCH P/ 


aii" 
IT'S A PLEASURE, STEADY, BOY... OH, WHAT A RELIEF, 
MRS. PINKHAM. WHY, \L HE WE COULON'T LEAVE 


OOK 
1K 7 OUR LITTLE HENRY IF 
SAM ANO/ JUST ADORE LIKES THEM: Ue Oe es 


SO KIND OF YOU TO 
HAVE OUR LITTLE 
PRECIOUS. GEORGE /S 


MR. PINKHAM, ONE OF 
OUR BIGGEST CLIENTS, CAN'T 
FIND ANYONE TO LOOK AFTER 


= JUST FETCHING H/M 
bh HIS LITTLE DOG FOR THE r..AND WEVE 
fe ie VOLUN EES File FROM THE CAR. >) 
= WY 7 


M4 ijt 


[HENRY MAKES HIMSELF AT HOME... 


GET OUT, YOU BRUTE... 


THAT'S MY VB 
" ¢é ha 


COME BACK, YOU HORROR!) 
OH, WHY DID'/ BOTHER TO} 
TAKE YOU FOR A WALK P 

» TAKE YOU . 


UP TO NOW HE'S EATEN OUR LUNCH 
AND DINNER FOR TODAY AND 
TOMORROW. 


HOW'S THE OH, HE'S NO 
ONSTER BEEN? __ ( PROBLEM NOW...) 
— ' nn ‘> LOOK / - 


SAMANTHA MAKES IT HOME... 
HELLO, DARLING... 
\ORVING TROUBLE? Gy), MOTHER. YOU 
— CAN SAY THAT AGAIN. 
WHAT CAN | DO WITH 
THIS KING-$S/ZED 
HOUND! 
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= WHAT HAVE 


VER OF MOTHER TO 


| SUGGEST /T 
7 


| GuLP! 
\\((mzano mes. 
\ PINKHAM! 


DON'T WORRY, DARRIN. 
WHEN THE PINKHAMS COME 
TOMORROW, HELL BE BACK 
TO NORMAL, WASN'T /T 

\ cee 


SOON 
UM JUST POPPING 
NEXT DOOR FORA 


AFTER SAMANTHA HAS LEFT... 


THAT MEANS YOULL 
BE AT LEAST HALF AN 
HOUR . OKAY, SUGAR, 
SEE YOU LATER. / 


WONDER WHO THAT. 
BE? I'D BETTER SHUT 


HENRY IN THE KITCHEN WHILE 


1 GO AND SEE. 


mM 

Pl s, 

ir ST HAD A WIRE CANCELLING 

| || THE TRIP, SO WE THOUGHT | 

il WE'D PICK UP HENRY. 

\\I _ 
\| 


— { 
NH : aa 
NIH a Bor? 

aN l] 


THERE YOU ARE, > 
DARRIN... NOW / KAUST 
FLY. BYE BYE... MA/HAL 


—_—— 


7 SAM AND HENRY BACK 
FROM THEIR. WALK NOW. 


THAT MIGHT BE SAE e 


TO DO 


(He yusT @0 AND ~ 
RY ? 
aX 
ie 
villi 
YOU'VE GOT TOHELP 


ME! DO SOMETHING 
ABOUT THE SIZE OF 


IS 


THAT DOG, PLEASE! 
AFTER ALL, 1T WAS 
YOUR /DEA.. 


~~... MUST SHUT THIS ~ 
(0008 


! IE THAT MONSTER 
_ GETS_OUT HE'LL KNOCK 
_THE HOUSE DOWN! , 


006 AND 


aa 
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SOON HENRY 15 BACK TO NORMAL... 


=a 
HE SURE LOOKS AS 
IF HES, ENJOYED YOUR ) 
01 


17'S BEEN OUR PLEASURE 
HAVING HIM, HASN'T IT, DARRIN; 
eee 


AT THAT MOMENT, 
—_———S/ SAMANTHA RETURNS... 


THOSE PEOPLE 
TURNED UP FOR THEIR 


.. HAL HAL 
MOTHER, 1T (SN'T 
FUNNY. POOR DARRIN 


ss 
Beneath the world’ ceans IN THE THRONE ROO! \ [THE BEAUTIFUL GIRL OF 
‘ APHONY TALKS TO HIS FIRST THE SEA IS HAPPY. 


MINISTER. — a 
AH, MARINA... I WANT 
You 


live many races of undersea people. 
Amongst the most respected is F is 
Aphony, ruler of the city known & BRING MY DAUGHTER ARINA I WA 

as_Pacifica... A f . VISH BANQUET 


=, 
EVENING I HOPE 

THAT ALL THE 

RACES WITHING J 

TEN THOUSAND = VERY WELL, 
MARINE MILES FATHER... WILL 


WILL HAVE SIGNED ae, ar, ) AS YOU 
BUT HE HAS ae 


THE PLEDGE For, P fa ! = WISH BUT 
EVERLASTING AGREED To come.}\ MEMBER, 
PEACE Naan” ses 


WITHOUT 
SNATURE 
7 TREATY /S J 
USELESS. 


AS MARINA BECOMES INVOLVED] 5 
IN THE PREPARATIONS FOR THE ——- 
GREAT BANQUET, HER WORRIES : THE BANQUETING HALL 
LEAVE HER MIND... / 1S MBE RE Ae IN THE WHOLE OF. 
We Wie ‘i OUR EXISTENCE 
HA TAG 
SEAWEED WINE. 
AND OCTOPUS 


eT 


WITH A MAIN, : 
COURSE OF ROAST Re ’, 
ELECTRIC EELS AND fy 


YES, AND 7) SEA 
LA SERVED IN THE MOTHER, ONE COCKTAILS 
OF PEARL SHELLS. 7 LOWED BY OYSTEL 
— LIQUEURS. - 


A MARINE DAY PASSES...AND 

THE GUESTS START Ri THEN LATER, AFTER THE 
a CONFERENCE HAS AGREED Fe 

To SIGN, A STRANGE a, 

VESSEL APPROACHES 


GSHIP, BRINGING 
THE VICIOUS RULER OF TITANICA 
TO THE BANQUET. 
MIGHTY TITAN. 
DO YOU PROPOSE To 
SIGN THE TREATY>, 


iS 

WE SHALL SEE.~ 
BUT ONE THING is 
CERTAIN... PEACE WILL 


